


DRWS Y SELER WEDI EI GLOI 





(memrwn 


Ton,—* ISLE 0F BEAUTY.” 
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Tr oedd gweled Alexander, 
Pan yn wylo'r dagrau'n lli, 
Trwm oedd gwel'd yr hen Napoleon 
Heb un ffrynd i wrando'i gri ; 
Trwm oedd gwel'd pentrefydd Rwaia 
A'r trigolion wedi ffoi ; 
Llawer trymach ydyw gweled 
Drws y seler wedi ei gloi, 


Âr orseddfainc Ffrainc bu Louis 
Gynt yn eistedd mor ddifraw, 

Âr ei ben 'roedd coron ddysglaer, 
Teyrnwialen yn ei law ; 

Chwith ei wel'd mewn cwch pysgota, 
Oddiar ei orsedd wedi ffoi ; 
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Llawer chwithach ydyw gweled 
Drws y seler wedi ei gloi. 


C&s gan lew yw archwaeth porfa, 
Câs gan ych arogli cig, 

Cês yw gan yr êos ganu 
Tra bo ymborth yn ei phig ; 

Oês gan wningen fyw mewn parlwr, 
Câs ei bod heb dwll i ffoi; 

C&s gan inau feddwl edrych 
Ar y seler wedi ei chloi. 


Pe bai cyfaill atai'n dyfod, 
Tafod hwn fel shindrin braidd, 

A'i geg mor boeth a phobty modryb 
Pan yn crasu bara haidd, 

Dafn o ddwr i oeri eì dafod,— 
Gwydryn bach nis gallwn roi, 

Dim ond dweyd, er briwio'i deimlad, 
Fod y seler wedi ei chloi. 


Cefais lawer siomedigaeth, 
Llawer gofid ar fy naith, 
Gofid gyda'r teulu gartref, 
Gofid allan wrth fy ngwaith, 
Gofid yn trywanu'r fynwes, 
O law gofid ni chaf ffoi, 
Ond y gofid mwyaf welais 
Gwel'd y seler wedi ei chloi, 


Fechgyn hen fydyddoedd Cymru, 
'Rwy'n eich caru bob ag un; 
Heliwch enwau, gwnewch betiswiwn, 
Dros greadur gwael ei lun, 
nfonwch hwn i sylw Nancy, 
Pwy a wyr nad eill hi droi, 
rhoi'r fraint i'ch cyfaill Watson 
Wel'd y seler heb ei chloi? 


Srox Maracmzox. 


THE IRISH 


I'm sitting on a style, Mary, 
Where we sat side by side 
On a bright May morning long ago, 
Before you were my bride | 
The corn was springing íresh and green, 
And the lark sung loud and high; 
The red was on your lips, Mary, 
And the love “ in your eye. 
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The place is little YN Mary, 
The days as bright as then ; 
The lark's loud song in my ear, 
And the corn is green again, 
But I miss the soft olasp of your hand, 
And the breath warm on my cheek ; 
And I still keep listening for those words, 
You never more may speak. 


'Tis but a step down yonder lane, 
And the village churoh stands near, 
The ohurch where we w€rc wed, Mary, 
I can see the spire from here; 
But a graveyard lies betw-en, Mary, 
And my step might breck your rest, 
' For I've laid you darling, down to sleep. 
gWith your baby on your breast 
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I'm very lonely now, Mary, 
For the poor make no new friends ; 
But Oh! they love the better far— 
The few our father sends ; 
And you were all I had, Mary, 
My blessing and my pride, 
There's nothing left to eare for now, 
Since my poor Mary died, 


I'm bidding yon a long farewell, 
My Mary kind and true; 
But Dl not forget you darling ; 
In the land I'm going to. 
They say there's bread aud work for all, | 
And the sun shines always there ; | 
Bnt I'll not forget Old Ireland, ì 
Were it íìfty times as far. 
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